THE TRAIN
ness, pride, shy triumph; Danilov's amazement was
complete.	.	.	.
Rounding the rear coach of a neighbouring train, a
tall grey-haired woman—she topped the doctor by a
head	was crossing the lines. She wore a plain grey
dress and a black straw hat of the fashion of twenty
years ago*
"Sonechka," said the doctor weakly. "I thought you
weren't coming. Ivan Egorych, allow me to introduce
my wife. ... Sonechka, this is Ivan Egorych Danilov,
Td be lost without him."
The woman looked into Danilov's face and held out
her hand. From the other hung a huge string bag
bulging with parcels.
"Come, I'll s
show you my compartment," the doctor
mumbled^ beside himself with happiness. "You're
alone. ... Give me the bag. ... Well, of course you're
alone.... Always alone, always. ..."
"Jgor's digging trenches," the woman replied, follow-
ing Turn. "And Lyalya couldn't get off from work. I've
brought you your mittens, Nikolai, you forgot your
mittens."
"Just look at that, like a young fellow," thought
Danilov, as he watched the doctor help his wife into the
coach, There was a deep red weal on her hand from the
thong of the heavy bag, a wrinkled, pale, thin hand.
The ventilator was humming in the compartment.
The doctor and his wife were sitting on the divan,
hand in hand* The parcels from the string bag were on
the table.
"Sonechka, have you thought, we're sitting here just
as we did on the evening before I left, remember? And
ranember how I said then that it might be the last time?
And now here we are, sitting together again, eh? And
that^was only ten days ago, eh? You know what I think?
I think that we shall be sitting together, many, many
times more yet What do you dunk?"
She kissed Ms damp, salty forehead and said tenderly:
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